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had caught me in the wrong. She had earned the right to raise tie
roof, but she didn't even raise her voice.
Elise isn't an easy person to understand. When she was a girl, she
seemed to be crazy about me. When the children began to come,
I soon felt I had been crowded out. Today I don't know how Elise
really feels about me, what she really thinks. Apparently she doesn't
think much of me at the moment. My hope is her thinking will
change.
For the most part, I would call Elise a self-contained and a self-
maintaining woman. I can't believe that either she or the young-
sters miss me during my absences. All three of my kids are bored
with me and show it. I suppose it's natural enough. They look to
their mother for their pleasures. I'm just that man who comes and
goes. When I arrive home from a trip it's nothing special to my
family. No fireworks are shot off. Frequently, after two weeks on
the road, I walk into an empty house. There isn't even a note for
me to read. It's a lonesome sensation. I get the feeling I might as
well have stayed away, that my family can do without me. Other
men in my line of work have the same experience. I'm not kicking,
I'm merely trying to understand Elise's side of the present foul-up.
I cannot comprehend why she forgave me four years ago without
batting an eye and yet can be so hard on me now. My interest in
Phyllis is completely dead and was always trivial. I saw Phyllis out-
side the office a dozen times at the most, and I don't propose to
see her again.
When Elise first discovered the situation, I'm willing to admit
that I deserved exactly what I got. In fact, I didn't mind the pun-
ishment I had to take. Elise's hysterics seemed to prove she cared
enough about me to blow her top. It was the first time I ever re-
alized she was capable of violent jealousy. I know I shouldn't have
stepped out on her, and maybe I shouldn't have lied to her. I
only told the lies when I was cornered, and then I told as few as pos-
sible.
If Phyllis hadn't had a nine-year-old daughter, the honest truth
is our acquaintance would have stopped in the office. I didn't ever